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was easy, though in fact nothing is harder in literature
than to impress upon our minds the sense of a strong
and coherent personality.

Nevertheless, though Arabia Deserta must in the last
resort be judged as a work of deliberate art, and though
it will stand for many years on the rock of this rare
excellence, there is a danger of neglecting its simpler
virtues as a story of adventure. It is not possible to
regard the thrilling sequence of ever more desperate
encounters at Hayil, at Kheybar, at Aneyza, and the
final jeopardy outside Mecca when even the hidden
pistol, Doughty's last resource, was torn away, and the
sudden drop into the final calm of the Sheriffs kindly
reception at Tayif, as ordered by a sense of artistic
culmination. Mr. Doughty, we feel, sticks close to the
facts. But the collaboration of events toward the single
effect is almost bewildering. We are borne irresistibly
along to the utmost limits of one man's endurance.
The traveller, we feel as we follow him on the last
journey from Aneyza to the confines of Mecca, must
be saved or he will die, if not by the sword of the ruffian
Salem, from the sheer weakness of a broken man. It
has been too much; we are oppressed and weary with
the horror of the unequal struggle.

To read Arabia Deserta is to live out a whole life in the
Arabian waste, and to reach the end fordone. The
interludes of peace in the nomad tents and of bountiful
beauty in the oases were too few to give the traveller
back his strength; at each stage some vital force had
ebbed that could not be restored. But the beauty of
these resting-places appears to us in the barren meagre-
ness about as a celestial enchantment.

cOh, what bliss to the thirsty soul is in that light, sweet
water, welling soft and warm as milk from the rock! And